under their roof, had seemed the supreme joy of life, and
had led to that abandonment of personality that is a
possible prelude to love. She had liked giving in to Mr
Wilcox, or Evie, or Charles; she had liked being told that
her notions of life were sheltered or academic; that Equality
was nonsense. Votes for Women nonsense. Socialism non-
sense, Art and Literature, except when conducive to
strengthening the character, nonsense. One by one the
Schlegel fetishes had been overthrown, and, though pro-
fessing to defend them, she had rejoiced. When Mr Wilcox
said that one sound man of business did more good to the
world than a dozen of your social reformers, she had
swallowed the curious assertion without a gasp, and had
leant back luxuriously among the cushions of his motor-car.
When Charles said, 'Why be so polite to servants? they
don't understand it,9 she had not given the Schlegel
retort of, e If they don't understand it, I do.' No; she had
vowed to be less polite to servants in the future. *I am
swathed in cant,' she thought, 'and it is good for me to be
stripped of it.5 And all that she thought or did or breathed
was a quiet preparation for Paul. Paul was inevitable.
Charles was taken up with another girl, Mr Wilcox was so
old, Evie so young, Mrs Wilcox so different. Round the
absent brother she began to throw the halo of Romance, to
irradiate him with all the splendour of those jiappy days,
to feel that in him she should draw nearest to the robust
ideal. He and she were about the same age, Evie said. Most
people thought Paul handsomer than his brother. He
was certainly a better shot, though not so good at golf. And
when Paul appeared, flushed with the triumph of getting
through an examination, and ready to flirt with any pretty
girl, Helen met him halfway, or more than halfway, and
turned towards him on the Sunday evening.
He had been talking of his approaching exile in Nigeria,
and he should have continued to talk of it, and allowed
their guest to recover. But the heave of her bosom flattered
him. Passion was possible^ and he became passionate.
Deep down in him something whispered. 'This girl would
let you kiss her; you might not have such a chance again?
24